HENRY VAUGHAN

Turbarunt fontes, et fiisis pax perit undis,

Moestaque Coelestes obruit umbra dies.
Duret ut Integritas tamen, et pia gloria, partem

Me nullam in tanta strage fuisse, scias;
Credidimus nempe insonti vocem esse Cruori,

Et vires quae post funera flere docent.
Hinc Castae, fidaeque; pati me more parentis

Commonui, et Lachrymis fata levare meis;
Hinc nusquam horrendis violavi Sacra procellis,

Nee mihi mens unquam, nee manus atra fuit.
Si pius es, ne plura petas; Satur He recedat

Qui sapit, et nos non Scripsimus Insipidis.1

But it was not Anglicans alone who felt that Civil
War was an outrage which brought with it more evils
than it could cure. The presbyterian Richard Baxter

1 Ad Posteros. Mr. Blunden has kindly allowed me to give here his
rendering of the poem amended by himself in some lines.

Time soon forgets; and yet I would not have
This present wholly mouldering in the grave.
Hear, then, posterity; from Wales I drew
My life, and first its airy mountains knew,
And Usk below them winding; then I went
To learned Herbert's kind encouragement,
Herbert, the pride of our Latinity;
Six years with double gifts he guided me,
Method and love, and mind and heart conspired,
Nor ever flagged his mind, nor his hand tired.
This was my shaping season; but the times
In which it fell were torn with public crimes;
When schism had scattered England in the storms
Of Presbyterian hate and Rebel swarms.
Through happy fields went these demented foes,
And the coarse rush beat down the holy rose;
They fouled the fountains, peace died gasping there,
Glooms wept above and veiled heaven's glittering air.
But Honour led me, and a pious heart:
In the great ravenous heat I had no part;
It was my faith, that guiltless blood will cry
Aloud, and has a power which does not die.
My mother's pure and patient pattern showed
How best with weeping I should bear my load;
So never with wild insult did I smite
The holy down; nay heart and hand were white.
Forbear, O friend, to ask me more than this;
Let the wise weigh my words; the fool may miss.
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